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just where he'll stop sliding and dig his heels in. But each
woman has her own pride. She'll do things that break the
convention again and again until you begin to think there's
damned little she wouldn't do with persuasion. Then,
suddenly, where you least expect it, she stands like a rock.
It may be some consideration for her children; it may be
some unspoken pledge to the poor devil of a husband
everyone supposed she was ready enough to deceive; very
often it is some pride of money that no man can grasp. The
point is that men have a more or less conventional idea of
what integrity means. But a woman's integrity is as personal
to her as her own face. It may include chastity or it may
not; it may include the keeping of one promise but not the
keeping of another; it may lead her into what seem to out-
siders incredible contradictions. But there it is—it's her
own, within its own limits sacred ground. She'll die de-
fending it. ... If you can tell me what Julie's root pride
is, what is her own view of her own integrity, I can tell
you the rest; I can make a fair guess at what she'd do in
any given circumstances. It's like a secret ribbon. Find
it and pull it; the whole dress falls off. You have her
naked.
"I can see her lying there now," Ramsdell went on,
moving his hand in the air as if she were indeed present
beneath the shadow of his hand. "Nine women out of ten
would have thought her in some obscure way immodest
because she stretched herself out between us with her
frock taut over her shoulders and a great flowing line from
hip to knee. They'd have thought her immodest because
what she did would have seemed to them a deliberate
provocation—so open that it gave away the whole secret
game of allurement. It would have been an overstepping
of the limits of their pride. But they'd have been wrong. It
wasn't in any way connected with Julie's pride. I don't
mean that she didn't know our eyes were on her; she did;
at any rate it can't have been long before she realized it,
and she made no attempt to move. But she hadn't aban-
doned any fragment of her integrity."
"How do you know?" said Ballater.

